
A NEW SONG CALL’D 



You lail'i & ’asses flraw tie r I’m go’ng to sing joa a song 
Anf! if you aientio:j pay I’ll not di tain yon 'otig 
To my grief I manned a wife iny pat cn' c for tu tr“ 

And ihe first of my bad luck was marry n^. Kitty i ray 

CHORUS Tidy falla 

I was bat o e week married tshen my wiU put mein afr'gLt 
For wh<-n I came home from wor ■. she was lying stupid drunk 
Said I yon’r a noted r iige said ste v ood you ask my eye 
Sa d I yiuT a drimking jade said s':e I’m the real il’Coy 

My wife can drink like a bsh in the sea she can lush curs sod 
She kicko me like a dog' in the corner for the brei hes she hoei 
we iC 

She skeIPe me from Bfil to Bob I’m as fame as a gig nasty 
I dare not speak a word for fear of the real M Coy 

-One day as my wife aod I went out on a rambling rout 
And my Sunday tloalhs she shov’d ihun up the sjxmt 
I'm chastized by her each day for the pelice she 1 udty cries 
They march ire of to jail for she was the real M’Coy 

When I got out of prbon half starve’d l s'arge.’d home 
1 scare )ly list<'d thri latch of thu door when she wollop’d ni! out 
wiih tlie bi oo n 

She boldly seiz d, rak by tho whiskeis & with horfist she Ma 
ckned my eyes 

And my boy said shel 11 let you sue that I’m the real M'Coy 

It Tra« in a short fiiEe after that my wife teftk very ill . 

And when siie wvs aeaidy di ad 1 s< nt for medical skill 
Every d,-y she grew »ors & vi ry soon site died 
When buried I loudly critd here lies the reol M’Coy 

SSoTm single A 'Taa frrm dlfcon'eot am’, so I metn to tarry 
If the were going ior a p nny a dozen I’m blowed if I ever wo 
nld marry 

So all young cka s in *ow ) I’d have youmii d ycureye 
Eel there’s many a girl you’l fiudas bad ns ihc re-1 M’Coy 
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